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F TO HER GRACE 
| 0 ELIZABETH, 


DUCHESS AND 


COUNTESS OF NORTHUMBERLAND, 
IN HER OWN RIGHT 


BARONESS PERCY. 


&c. &c. &C 


OWN in a northern vale wild flowrets grew, 


And lent new ſweetneſs to the ſummer gale; 


The Muſe there found them all remote from view, 
Obſcur'd with weeds, and ſcattered o'er the dale. 


O Lady, may ſo flight a gift prevail, 
And at your gracious hands acceptance find ? | 
Say, may an ancient legendary tale 
Amuſe, delight, or move the poliſh'd mind? 


Surely the cares and woes of human kind, 
Tho' ſimply told, will gain each gentle ear: 
But all for you the Muſe her lay deſign'd, 
And bade your noble Anceſtors appear ; 


She ſeeks no other praiſe, if you commend 
Her great protectreſs, patroneſs, and friend, 
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MDCCLXX. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ary CASTLE in Northumberland ſtands 
very boldly on a neck of land near the fea-ſhore, almoſt 
ſurrounded by the river CoqueT, (called by our old Latin Hiſto- 


rians, CoqQueDa) which runs with a clear rapid ſtream, but when 
ſwoln with rains becomes violent and dangerous. 


About a mile from the Caſtle, in a deep romantic valley, are 
the remains of a HEerRMITAGE ; of which the Chapel is ſtill intire. 
This is hollowed with great elegance in a cliff near the river; as are 
alſo two adjoining apartments, which probably ſerved for an Ante- 
chapel and Veſtry, or were appropriated to ſome other ſacred uſes : 
for the former of theſe, which runs parallel with the Chapel, 
is thought to have had an Altar in it, at which Maſs was occa- 
ſionally celebrated, as well as in the Chapel itſelf. 


Each of theſe apartments is extremely ſmall ; for that which was 
the principal Chapel does not in length exceed eighteen feet; nor is 
more than ſeven feet and a half in breadth and height : it is how- 
ever very beautifully deſigned and executed in the ſolid rock; and 


has all the decorations of a compleat Gothic Church or Cathedral 
in miniature. 


But what principally diſtinguiſhes the Chapel, is, a ſmall Tomb 
or Monument, on the ſouth-ſide the altar: on the top of which, 
lies a Female Figure extended in the manner that effigies are uſually 
exhibited praying on ancient tombs. This figure, which is very 
delicately deſigned, ſome have ignorantly called an image of the 
Virgin Mary ; though it has not the leaſt reſemblance to the manner 

in which ſhe is repreſented in the Romiſh Churches ; who is uſually 
erect, as the object of adoration, and never in a proſtrate or recum- 
bent poſture. Indeed the real image of the Bleſſed Virgin probably 
ſtood in a ſmall nich, ſtill viſible behind the altar: whereas the 
figure of a Bull's Head, which is rudely carved at this Lady's feet, 
the uſual place for the Creſt in old monuments, plainly proves her 
to have been a very different perſonage. 


About 
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About the tomb are ſeveral other Figures, which as well as the 
principal one above-mentioned, are cut in the natural rock, in the 
ſame manner as the little Chapel itſelf, with all its Ornaments, and 
the two adjoining Apartments, What flight traditions are ſcattered 
through the country concerning the origin and foundation of this 


Hermitage, Tomb, &c. are delivered to the Reader in the follow- 
ing rhimes. | 


It is univerſally agreed, that the Founder was one of the Bu R.“ 
TRAM family, which had once conſiderable poſſeſſions in Nor- 
thumberland, and were anciently Lords of Bothal Caſtle, ſituate 
about ten miles from Warkworth. He has been thought to be the 
fame BERTRAM, that endowed BRINKBURN Priory, and built 


BRENKSHAUGH Chapel: which both ſtand in the ſame winding 
valley, higher up the river. 


But BRINKBURN Priory was founded in the reign of K. Henry I.* 
whereas the form of the Gothic Windows in this Chapel, eſpecially 
of thoſe near the altar, is found rather to reſemble the ſtyle of 
architecture that prevailed about the reign of K. Edward III. And 
indeed that the ſculpture in this Chapel cannot be much older, ap- 
pears from the Creſt which is placed at the Lady's feet on the tomb; 
for Camden + informs us, that armorial Creſts did not become here- 
ditary till about the reign of K. Edward II. 


Theſe appearances ſtill extant, ſtrongly confirm the account 


given in the following poem, and plainly prove that the Hermit 
of WARKwoRTH Was not the ſame perſon that founded BRINR“ 


BURN Priory in the twelfth century, but rather one of the BER- 
TRAM family, who lived at a later period. 


* Tanner's Mon. Ang. + See his Remains, 


* FIT was the word uſed by the oid Minſtrels to ſignify 
a PART or Divis1on of their Hiſtorical Songs, and was pecu- 


liarly appropriated to this kind of compoſitions. See Reliques of 
Ancient Eng. Poetry, Vol. II. p. 166 and 397. 2d Ed. 
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FIT Tues FIRST. 


N ARK was the night, and wild the ſtorm, 

95 (O v. And loud the torrent's roar; 

8 Ny And loud the ſea was heard to daſh 
ag Againſt the diſtant ſhore, 
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Muſing on man's weak hapleſs ſtate, 
The lonely Hermit lay ; 
When, lo! he heard a female voice 
Lament in ſore diſmay. 
B With 
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With hoſpitable haſte he roſe, 
And wak'd his ſleeping fire; 
And ſnatching up a lighted brand, 
Forth hied the reverend fire. 


All ſad beneath a neighbouring tree 

A beauteous maid he found, 
Who beat her breaſt, and with her tears 
Bedewed the moſly ground. 


O weep not, lady, weep not ſo; 
Nor let vain fears alarm ; 


My little cell ſhall ſhelter thee, 
And keep thee ſafe from harm. 


It is not for myſelf I weep, 
Nor for myſelf I fear; 

But for my dear and only friend, 
Who lately left me here: 


And while ſome ſheltering bower he ſought 
Within this lonely wood, 
Ah! fore I fear his wandering feet 


Have flipt in yonder flood. 


Ot 
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O!] truſt in heaven, the Hermit ſaid, 
And to my cell repair; 

Doubt not but I ſhall find thy friend, 
And eaſe thee of thy care. 


Then climbing up his rocky ſtairs, 
He ſcales the cliff ſo high; 

And calls aloud, and waves his light 
To guide the ſtranger's eye. 


Among the thickets long he winds 
With careful ſteps and ſlow: 

At length a voice return'd his call, 
Quick anſwering from below: 


O tell me, father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc'd to ſee 

A gentle maid, I lately left 
Beneath ſome neighbouring tree : 


But either I have loſt the place, 
Or ſhe hath gone aſtray : 

And much. I fear this fatal ſtream 
Hath ſnatch'd her hence away. 


Praiſe 
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Praiſe heaven, my ſon, the Hermit faid ; 
The lady's ſafe and well: 


And ſoon he join'd the wandering youth, 
And brought him to his cell. 


Then well was ſeen, theſe gentle friends 
They lov'd each other dear: 

The youth he preſs'd her to his heart; 
The maid let fall a tear. 


Ah! ſeldom had their hoſt, I ween, 
Beheld ſo ſweet a pair: 


The youth was tall with manly bloom, 
She ſlender, ſoft, and fair. 


The youth was clad in foreſt green, 
With bugle-horn ſo bright: 

She in a ſilken robe and ſcarf 
Snatch'd up in haſty flight. 


Sit down, my children, ſays the Sage ; 


Sweet reſt your limbs require : 


Then heaps freſh fewel on the hearth, 
And mends his little fire, 


Partake, 
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Partake, he ſaid, my {imple ſtore, 


Dried fruits, and milk, and curds; 
And ſpreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly words. 


Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare ; 
The youthful couple ſay : 

Then freely ate, and made good chear, 
And talk'd their cares away. 


Now fay, my children, (for perchance 
My councel may avail) 


What ſtrange adventure brought you here 
Within this lonely dale ? 


Firſt tell me, father, ſaid the youth, 
(Nor blame mine eager tongue) 
What town is near? What lands are theſe ? 


And to what lord belong ? 


Alas! my ſon, the Hermit faid, 
Why do I live to ſay, 
The rightful lord of theſe domains 
Is baniſh'd far away ? 
IS Ten 
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Ten winters now have ſhed their ſhows 


On this my lowly hall, 


Since valiant Kors yu (fo the North 


Our youthful lord did call) 


Againſt Fourth HENRY BoLlinGBROKE 


Led up- his northern powers, 
And ſtoutly fighting loſt his life 


Near proud Salopia's towers. 


One ſon he left, a lovely boy, 


His country's hope and heir; 


And, oh! to ſave him from his foes 


It was his grandiire's care, 


In Scotland ſafe he plac'd the child 
Beyond the reach of ſtrife, 
Nor long before the brave old Earl 

At Bramham loſt his life. 


And now the PER Y name, fo long 


Our northern pride and boaſt, 
Lies hid, alas! beneath a cloud; 
Their honors reft and laſt. 


No 
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No chieftain of that noble houſe 
Now leads our youth to arms ; 


The bordering Scots diſpoil our fields, 
And ravage all our farms, 


Their halls and caſtles, once ſo fair, 
Now moulder in decay ; 

Proud ſtrangers now uſurp their lands, 
And bear their wealth away. 


Nor far from hence, where yon full ſtream 
Runs winding down the lea, 

Fair WARKwORT H lifts her lofty towers, 
And overlooks the ſea. 


Thoſe towers, alas! now lie forlorn, 
With noiſome weeds o'erſpred, 

Where feaſted lords and courtly dames, 

And where the poor were fed. 


Meantime far off, mid Scottiſh hills 
The Pzxcy lives unknown: 

On ſtranger's bounty he depends, 
And may not claim his own. 


O might 
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O might I with theſe aged eyes 


But live to ſee him here, 


Then ſhould my ſoul depart in bliſs | — 
He ſaid, and dropt a tear. 


And is the PER ſtill ſo lov'd 
Of all his friends and thee ? 

Then, bleſs me, father, ſaid the youth, 
For I thy gueſt am He, 


Silent he oaz'd, then turn'd aſide 
To wipe the tears he ſhed; 


And lifting up his hands and eyes, 
Pour'd bleſſings on his head: 


welcome, our dear and much-lov'd lord, 


Thy country's hope and care: 
But who may this young lady be, 


That is ſo wonderous fair. 


Now, father, liſten to my tale, 
And thou ſhalt know the truth: 

And let thy ſage advice dire 
My unexperienc'd youth. 


In 
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In Scotland I've been nobly bred 
Beneath the Regent's hand, * 

In feats of arms, and every lore 
To fit me for command, 


With fond impatience long I burn'd 
My native land to ſce: 

At length I won my guardian friend, 
To yield that boon to me. 


Then up and down in hunter's garb 
I wandered as in chace, 


Till in the noble NRVILLE's houſe + 
I gain'd a hunter's place. 


Sometime with him I liv'd unknown, 
Till I'd the hap ſo rare, 

To pleaſe this young and gentle dame, 
That baron's daughter fair, 


D Now, 


ROBERT STUART, duke of Albany. See the continuator of FoR- 
DUN's Scoti-Chronicon, cap. 18, cap. 23, &c. 


+ Ralrn NEeviLLE, firſt Earl of Weſtmoreland, whoſe principal 
reſidence was at RAB caſtle, in the biſhoprick of Durham, 


It; 
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Now, Pzxcy, faid the bluſhing maid, 
The truth I muſt reveal; 


Souls great and generous, like to thine, 
Their noble deeds conceal, 


It happened on a ſummer's day, 
Led by the fragrant breeze, 
I wandered forth to take the air 


Among the green-wood trees. 


Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 
That near in ambuſh lay, 

Moſs-troopers from the border-fide, 
There ſeiz'd me for their prey. 


My ſhrieks had all been ſpent in vain, 
But heaven, that ſaw my griet, 

Brought this brave youth within my call, 
Who flew to my relief. 5 


With nothing but his hunting ſpear, 
And dagger in his hand, 

He ſprung like lightning on my ſoes, 
And caus'd them ſoon to ſtand. 
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He fought, till more aſſiſtance came; 
The Scots were overthrown; 

Thus freed me, captive, from their bands 
To make me more his own. 


O happy day! the youth replied: 
Bleſt were the wounds I bare! 

From that fond hour ſhe deign'd to ſmile, 
And liſten to my prayer, 


And when ſhe knew my name and birth, 
She vowed to be my bride; 


But oh! we fear'd, (alas, the while!) 
Her princely mother's pride : 


Siſter of haughty BOLINGBROKE * 
Our houſe's ancient foe, 


To me I thought a baniſh'd wight 


Could ne'er ſuch favour ſhow. - 


Deſpairing then to gain conſent ; 
At length to fly with me 
I won this lovely timorous maid ; 
To Scotland bound are we. 
This 


Pp. Joan, counteſs of Weſtmoreland, mother of the young Iady, was 
daughter of Joh of GAUNT, and half-ſiſter of king HENRY IV. 


12 THE HERMIT 


This evening, as the night drew on, 
Fearing we were purſu'd, 

We turn'd adown the right-hand path, 
And gain'd this lonely wood : 


Then lighting from our weary ſteeds 
To ſhun the pelting ſhower, 
We met thy kind conducting hand, 
And reach'd this friendly bower. 


Now reſt ye both, the Hermit ſaid; 
Awhile your cares foregoe : 


Nor, Lady, ſcorn my humble bed; 
We'll paſs the night below.“ 


9 Adjoining to the cliff, which contains the Chapel of the Hermitage, are 


the remains of a ſmall building, in which the Hermit dwelt. This conſiſted 
of one lower apartment, with a little bedchamber over it, and is now in ruins ; 
whereas the Chapel, cut in the ſolid rock, is ſtil] very intire and perfect. 
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NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


FIT THE SECOND. 


| iy VELY finil'd the bluſhing morn, 


And every ſtorm was fled : 
But lovelier far, with ſweeter ſmile, 
Fair ELEANOR left her bed. 


She found her HENRV all alone, 
And cheer'd him with her fight; 

The youth conſulting with his friend 
Had watch'd the livelong night. 


What ſweet ſurprize o'erpower'd her breaſt? _ 
Her cheek what bluſhes dyed, 


When fondly he beſought her ha 
To yield to be his bride ? 


E Within 
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* Within this lonely hermitage 


There is a chapel meet: | 


Then grant, dear maid, my fond requeſt, 
| And make my bliſs compleat. 


| O HENRY, when thou deign'ſt to ſue, 
| Can I thy ſuit withſtand ? 


When thou, lov'd youth, haſt won my heart, 
Can I refuſe my hand? 


For thee I left a father's {miles, 


And mother's tender care ; 


And whether weal or woe betide, 
Thy lot I mean to ſhare. 


And wilt thou then, O generous maid, 
Such matchleſs favour ſhow, 

To ſhare with me a baniſh'd wight 
My peril, pain, or woe? 


Now heaven, I truſt, hath joys in ſtore 
Io crown thy conſtant breaſt ; 
For, know, fond hope aſſures my heart 


That we ſhall ſoon be bleſt, 
Not 
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Not far from hence ſtands CoqQurr Iſle 
Surrounded by the fea ; 
There dwells a holy friar, well-known 


To all thy friends and thee: “ 


Tis father Bernard, ſo revered 
For every worthy deed ; 

To RAB caſtle he ſhall go, 
And for us kindly plead. 


To fetch this good and holy man 
Our reverend hoſt is gone; 

And ſoon, I truſt, his pious hands 
Will join us both in one. 


Thus they in ſweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile : 

At length they ſee the hoary ſage 
Come from the neighbouring iſle, 


With pious Joy 444 wonder mix'd 
He greets the noble pair, 
And glad conſents to join their hands 


With many a fervent prayer. | 
Then 


„In the little iſland of CoqQuEr, near Warkworth, are ſtill ſeen the ruins 
of a Cell, which belonged to the Benedictine monks of Tinemouth-Abbey, 
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Then ſtrait to Rasry's diſtant walls 
He kindly wends his way; 
Mean- time in love and dalliance ſweet 


They ſpend the livelong day. 


And now, attended by their hoſt, 
The Hermitage they view'd, 


Deep-hewn within a craggy cliff, 


And over-hung with wood. 


And near a flight of ſhapely ſteps, 
All cut with niceſt ſkill, 

And piercing thro' a ſtony Arch, 
Ran winding up the hill. 


There deck'd with many a flower and 
His little Garden ſtands ; 

With fruitful trees in ſhady rows, 

All planted by his hands. 


Then, ſcoop'd within the ſolid rock, 
| Three ſacred Vaults he ſhows : 
The chief a Chapel, neatly arch'd, 


On branching Columns roſe. 


herb 


Each 
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Each proper ornament was there, 
That ſhould a chapel grace; 
The Latice for confeſſion fram'd, 

And Holy-water Vaſe. 


O'er either door a ſacred Text 
Invites to godly fear ; 

And in a little Scucheon hung 

The croſs, and crown, and ſpear, 


Up to the Altar's ample breadth 
Two eaſy ſteps aſcend ; 

And near a glimmering ſolemn light 

Two well-wrought Windows lend. 


Beſide the altar roſe a Tomb 
All in the living ſtone; 

On which a young and beauteous Maid 
In goodly ſculpture ſhone. 


A kneeling Angel fairly carv'd 
Lean'd hovering o'er her breaſt ; 

A weeping Warrior at her feet ; 
And near to theſe her Creit. * 


F The 


* his is a Bull's Head, the creſt of the WidDRINGTON family. All the 


Figures, &c. here deſcribed are till viſible; only ſomewhat effaced with length 
of time. 


18 THE HERMIT 


The clif, the vault, but chief the tomb, 
Attract the wondering pair: 


Eager they aſk, What hapleſs dame 
Lies ſculptured here ſo fair ? 


The Hermit ſigh'd, the Hermit wept, 
For ſorrow ſcarce could ſpeak : 

At length he wip'd the trickling tears 
That all bedewed his cheek : 


Alas! my children, human life 
Is but a vale of woe; 

And very mournful is the tale 
Which ye ſo fain would know. 


THE HERMIT's TALE. 


Young lord, thy grandſire had a friend 
In days of youthful fame ; 


Yon diſtant hills were his domains, 


Sir BERTRAM Was his name. 


Where'er the noble Percy fought 
His friend was at his fide; 
And many a ſkirmiſh with the Scots 
Their early valour try'd. 
| Young 
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Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous maid, 
As fair as fair might be; 

The dew-drop on the lily's check 

Was not fo fair as ſhe. 


Fair WIDDRINGTON the maiden's name, 
Yon towers her dwelling place; * 

Her fire an old Northumbrian chief 
Devoted to thy race. 


Many a lord, and many a knight 
To this fair damſel came; 

But Bertram was her only choice; 
For him ſhe felt a flame. 


Lord PER Y pleaded for his friend, 
Her father ſoon conſents ; 

None but the beauteous maid herſelf 
His wiſhes now prevents. 


But ſhe with ſtudied fond delays 

Defers the bliſsful hour ; 
And loves to try his conſtancy, 
And prove her maiden power. 
That 


* WIDDRINGTON caſtle, is about five miles ſouth of Warkworth. 
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That heart, ſhe ſaid, is lightly priz'd, 
Which is too. lightly won ; 
And long ſhall rue that eaſy maid, 
Who yields her love too ſoon. | 


20 


Lord PERCY made a ſolemn feaſt 
In Alnwick's princely hall ; 
And there came lords, and there came Knights, 


His chiefs and barons all. 


With waſſel, mirth, and revelry 
The caſtle rung around: 


Lord Percy call'd for ſong and harp, 
And pipes of martial ſound. 


The Minſtrels of thy noble houſe, b, 
All clad in robes of blue, | 
With filver creſcents on their arms, } 
Attend in order due. * 
The great atchievements of thy race 79 


They Tung: their high command : 
„How valiant MAINFRED oer the ſeas fy 
oY 


“ Firſt led his northern band.“ 
« Brave 


* Sce Dugdale's baronage, &C, 
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A 


Brave GaLrRID next to Normandy 
« With venturous Rollo came; 
«© And from his Norman caſtles won 
« Aſſum'd the Pzxcy name, * 


«© They ſung, how in the Conqueror's fleet 
«© Lord WiLLIiam ſhip'd his powers, 

“ And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride 
“% With all her lands and towers. + 


«© Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
«© There bravely fought and dy'd: 
« But firſt the flver Creſcent wan, 
“ Some Paynim Soldan's pride. 


8 | LC They 


* In Lower Normandy are three places of the name of PERCY: whence 
the family took the ſurname DE PER. 


+ WILLIAM DE PERCY, (fifth in Deſcent from GALFR1D, or GE. 
FREY DE PERCY, ſon of MAIN FRED, ) afliſted in the conqueſt of Eng- 
land, and had given him the large poſſeſſions in Yorkſhire, of EMMA PDE 
PoRTE, (ſo the Norman writers name her,) whoſe father, a great Saxon lord, 
had been ſlain fighting along with Harold, This young lady, WILLI Au from 
a principle of honour and generofity, married : for having had all her lands be- 
ſtowed upon him by the Conqueror, *© he (to ute the words of the old Whitby 
„ Chronicle) wedded hyr that was very heire to them, in diſcharging of his 
* conſcience.” Sec Harl. MSS. 692. (26.) — He died in Aſia, in the firit 
Cruſade. 
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«© They ſung how AcGnzs, beauteous heir, 
« The queen's own brother wed 

Lord JosCELINE, ſprung from Charlemagne, 
In princely Brabant bred, * 


« How he the PERRY name reviv'd, f 
« And how his noble line | 

<« Still foremoſt in their country's cauſe 
« With godlike ardour ſhine.” 


With loud acclaims the liftening crowd 
Applaud the maſters' ſong, 

And deeds of arms and war became 
The theme of every tongue. 


Now high heroic acts they tell, 
Their perils paſt recall: 

When, lo! a damſel young and fair 
Step'd forward thro' the hall. 


She 


* AGNES DE PERCY, ſole heireſs of her houſe, married JoSCELINE DE 
Lov AIN, youngeſt ſon of Godfrey Barbatus, duke of Brabant, and brother of 
queen Adeliza, ſecond wife of king Henry I. He took the name of Percy, 
and was anceſtor of the earls of Northumberland. His ſon lord RICHARD 
DE PERCY was one of the twenty-five barons, choſen to ſee the Magna Charta 9 
duly obſerved. 4 
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She Bertram courteouſly addreſs'd ; 
And Kneeling on her knee; 

Sir knight, the lady of thy love 
Hath ſent this gift to thee. 


Then forth ſhe drew a glittering helme 
Well-plated many a fold, 


The caſque was wrought of tempered ſteel, 
The creſt of burniſh'd gold. 


Sir knight, thy lady ſends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bride, 

When thou haſt prov'd this maiden gift 
Where ſharpeſt blows are try'd. 


Young Bertram took the ſhining helme 
And thrice he kiſs'd the ſame: 

Truſt me, I'll prove this precious caſque 
With deeds of nobleſt fame. 


Lord PERRY, and his barons bold 
Then fix upon a day 5 

To ſcour the marches, late oppreſt, 
And Scottiſh wrongs repay. 


The 
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The knights aſſembled on the hills 
A thouſand horſe and more: 


Brave Widdrington, tho' ſunk in years, 
The Pzxcy - ſtandard bore. 


Tweed's limpid current ſoon they paſs, 
And range the borders round : 
Down the green ſlopes of Tiviotdale 


Their bugle-horns reſound. 


As when a lion in his den 
Hath heard the hunters cries, 
And ruſhes forth to meet his foes; 
So did the DouGLas riſe. 


Attendant on their chief's command 
A thouſand warriors wait: 

And now the fatal hour drew on 
Of cruel keen debate. 


A choſen troop of Scottiſh youths 
Advance betore the reſt ; 


Lord PRROVY mark'd their gallant mien, 


And thus his friend addreſs'd. 


Now, 
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Now, Bertram, prove thy Lady's helme, 
Attack yon forward band; 
Dead or alive I'll reſcue thee, 


Or periſh by their hand. 


Young Bertram bow'd, with glad aſſent, 
And ſpur'd his eager ſteed, 


And calling on his Lady's name, 
Ruſh'd forth with whirlwind ſpeed. 


As when a grove of ſapling oaks 
The livid lightning rends ; FOE 
So fiercely mid the oppoſing ranks 


Sir Bertram's {word deſcends. 


This way and that he drives the ſteel, 
And keenly pierces thro' ; 

And many a tall and comely knight 
With furious force he ſlew. 


Now clofing faſt on every ſide 
They hem fir Bertram round : 
But dauntleſs he repels their rage, 

And deals forth many a wound. 


H The 
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The vigour of his ſingle arm 
Had well-nigh won the field ; 
When ponderous fell a Scotiſh ax, 

And clove his lifted ſhield, 


Another blow his temples took, 
And reft his helm in twain 3 
That beauteous helm, his Lady's gift! 
His blood bedewed the plain. 


Lord PERCY ſaw his champion fall 
Amid the unequal fight ; 

And now, my noble friends, he ſaid, 
Let's ſave this gallant knight. 


Then ruſhing in, with ſtretch'd out ſhield 
He o'er the warrior hung; 

As ſome fierce eagle ſpreads her wing 

To guard her callow young. 


Three times they ſtrove to ſeize their prey, 


Three times they quick retire: 
What force could ſtand his furious ſtrokes, 
Or meet his martial fire? 


Now 
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Now gathering round on every part 
The battle rag'd amain; 


And many a lady wept her lord 
That hour untimely ſlain. 


PERCY and DouGLas, great in arms, 
There all their courage ſhow'd; 

And all the field was ſtrew'd with dead, 
And all with crimſon flow'd. 


At length the glory of the day 
The Scots reluctant yield, 


And, after wonderous valour ſhown, 


They ſlowly quit the field. 


All pale extended on their ſhields 
And weltering in his gore 

Lord Pexcy's knights their bleeding friend 
To WaREk's fair caſtle bore, 


Well haſt thou earn'd my daughter's love; 
Her father kindly ſed ; 

And ſhe herſelf ſhall dress thy v. ds 
And tend thee in thy bed, 


A meſſage 
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A meſſage went, no daughter came, 
Fair Is ABEL neer appears: 

Beſhrew me, ſaid the aged chief, 
Young maidens have their fears, 


Cheer up, my ſon, thou ſhalt her ſee 
So ſoon as thou canſt ride; 

And ſhe ſhall nurſe thee in her bower, 
And ſhe ſhall be thy bride. 


Sir Bertram, at her name reviv'd, 
He bleſs'd the ſoothing ſound ; 
Fond hope ſupplied the Nurſe's care, 

And heal'd his ghaſtly wound. 


% WARE caſtle, a fortreſs belonging to the Engliſh, and of great note in 
ancient times, ſtood on the ſouthern bank of the river TwEED, a little to 
the eaſt of TIVIOTDALE, and not far from Kelſo. It is now intirely de- 


ſtroyed. 
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His bride he would go ſee. 


FIT Tur THIRD, 


NE early morn, while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree, 


Sir Bertram from his fick-bed roſe, 


A brother he had in prime of youth, 
Of courage firm and keen, 

And he would tend him on the way 
Becauſe his wounds were green. 


All day o'er moſs and moor they rode, 
By many a lonely tower ; 


And 'twas the dew-fall of the night 
Ere they drew near her bower. 


1 Moſt 
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Moſt drear and dark the caſtle ſeem'd, 
That wont to ſhine fo bright ; 

And long and loud fir Bertram call'd 
Ere he beheld a light. 


At length her aged Nurſe aroſe 
With voice ſo ſhrill and clear: 
What wight is this, that calls ſo loud, 
And knocks ſo boldly here? 


Tis Bertram calls, thy Lady's love, 
Come from his bed of care: 
All day Te ridden o'er moor and moſs 


To ſee thy Lady fair. 


Now out . (ſhe loudly ſhriek'd) 
Alas! how may this be? 
For fix long days are gone and paſt 


Since ſhe ſet out to thee, 


Sad terror ſeiz'd fir Bertram's heart, 
And oft he deeply ſigh'd; 

When now the draw- bridge was let down, 
And gates ſet open wide. 


Six 
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Six days, young knight, are paſt and gone, 


Since ſhe ſet out to thee; 


And ſure if no ſad harm had hap'd 
Long fince thou wouldit her ſee. 


For when ſhe heard thy grievous chance 
She tore her hair, and cried, 

Alas! I've ſlain the comelieſt knight, 
All thro' my folly and pride! 


And now to atone for my ſad fault, 
And his dear health regain, 


I'll go myſelf, and nurſe my love, 
And ſoothe his bed of pain. 


Then mounted ſhe her milk-white ſteed 


One morn at break of day ; 
And two tall yeomen went with her 


To guard her on the way. 


Sad terror ſinote fir Bertram's heart, 
And griet o'erwhelm'd his mind : 
Truſt me, ſaid he, I ne'er will reſt 

Till I thy Lady find. 
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That night he ſpent in ſorrow and care 
And with ſad boding heart 


Or ever the dawning of the day 
His brother and he depart. 


Now, brother, we'll our ways divide, 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range; 

Do thou go north, and I'll go weſt; 
And all our dreſs we'll change. 


Some Scottiſh carle hath ſeized my love, 
And borne her to his den; 

And ne'er will I tread Engliſh ground 
Till ſhe is reſtored agen, 


The brothers ſtrait their paths divide, 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range; 

And hide themſelves in queint diſguiſe, 
And oft their dreſs they change. 


Sir Bertram clad in gown of gray, 
Moſt like a Palmer poor, 

To halls and caſtles wanders round, 
And begs from door to door. 


Sometimes 
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Sometimes a Minſtrel's garb he wears, 
With pipes ſo ſweet and ſhrill; 
And wends to every tower and town; 
O'er every dale and hill. 3 


One day as he ſate under a thorn 
All funk in deep diſpair, 

An aged Pilgrim paſs'd him by, 

Who mark'd his face of care, 


All Minſtrels yet that ever I ſaw, 
Are full of game and glee: 
But thou art ſad and woe-begone ! 

I marvel whence it be! 


Father, I ſerve an aged Lord, 
Whole grief afflicts my mind; 

His only child is ſtol'n away, 
And fain I would her find. 


Cheer up, my ſon; perchance, (he ſaid) 
Some tidings I may bear: 

For oft when human hopes have fail'd, 
Then heavenly comfort's near. 


K. | Behind 
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Behind yon hills ſo ſteep and high, 
Down in the lowly glen, 

There ſtands a caſtle fair and ſtrong, 
Far from th' abode of men. 


As late I chanc'd to crave an alms 
About this evening hour, 

Me-thought I heard a Lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 


And when I aſk'd, what harm had hap'd, 
What Lady ſick there lay? 


They rudely drove me from the gate, 


And bade me wend away. 


Theſe tidings caught ſir Bertram's ear, 


He thank'd him for his tale; 
And ſoon he haſted o'er the hills, 
And ſoon he reach'd the vale. 


Then drawing near thoſe lonely towers, 
Which ſtood in dale fo low, 
And fitting down beſide the gate, 


His pipes he 'gan to blow. 


Sir 
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Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 
To hear a Minſtrel's ſong ? 
Or may I crave a lodging here, 
Without offence or wrong? 


My Lord, he faid, is not at home 


To hear a Minſtrel's ſong : 
And ſhould I lend thee lodging here 
My lite would not be long. 


He play'd again ſo ſoft a ſtrain, 
Such power ſweet ſounds impart, 

He won the churliſh Porter's ear, 
And moved his ſtubborn heart. 


Minſtrel, he ſay d, thou play'ſt ſo ſweet, 
Fair entrance thou ſhould'ſt win; 
But, alas, I'm ſworn upon the rood 


To let no ſtranger 1n. 


Yet, Minſtrel, in yon riſing cliff 
Thou'lt find a ſheltering cave; 

And here thou ſhalt my ſupper ſhare, 
And there thy lodging have. 


All 


9 0 pr Ds, . Agra ada. 
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All day he ſits beſide the gate, 
And pipes both loud and clear: 
All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear, 


The firſt night, as he ſilent watch'd, 
All at the midnight hour, 
He plainly heard his Lady's voice 


Lamenting in the tower. 


The ſecond night the moon ſhone clear, 
And gilt the ſpangled dew; 

He ſaw his Lady thro' the grate, 
But 'twas a tranſient view. 


The third night wearied out he ſlept 
Till near the morning tide ; 

When ſtarting up, he ſeiz'd his ſword, 
And to the caſtle hy'd. 


When, lo! he ſaw a ladder of ropes 
Depending from the wall; 
And o'er the mote was newly laid 


A poplar ſtrong and tall. 


And 
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And ſoon he ſaw his love deſcend 
Wrapt in a tartan plaid ; 
Aſſiſted by a ſturdy youth 
In highland garb y-clad. 


Amaz'd, confounded at the fight, 
He lay unſeen and ſtill ; 


And ſoon he ſaw them croſs the ſtream, 
And mount the neighbouring hill. 


Unheard, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly. 

But what can ſcape the lover's ken? 
Or ſhun his piercing eye ? 


With filent ſtep he follows cloſe 
Behind the flying pair, | 

And ſaw her hang upon his arm 
With fond familiar air. 


Thanks, gentle youth, ſhe often ſaid ; 
My thanks thou well haſt won: 
For me what wiles haſt thou contriv'd ? 

For me what dangers run? 


L And 
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And ever ſhall my grateful heart 
Thy ſervices repay : — 

Sir Bertram could no further hear, 
But cried, Vile traitor, ſtay ! 


Vile traitor ! yield that Lady up! — 
And quick his ſword he drew. 
The ftranger turn'd in ſudden rage, 

And at Sir Bertram flew. 


With mortal hate their vigorous arms 
Gave many a vengeful blow : 

But Bertram's ftronger hand prevail'd, 
And laid the ſtranger low. 


Die, traitor, die! — A deadly thruſt 
Attends each furious word. 

Ah! then fair Iſabel knew his voice, 
And ruſh'd beneath his ſword. 


O ſtop, ſhe cried, O flop thy arm! 
Thou doſt thy brother {lay |! — 


And here the Hermit paus'd, and wept : 


His tongue no more could ſay. 


At 
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At length he cried, Ye lovely pair, 


How ſhall I tell the reſt ? 
Ere I could ſtop my piercing ſword, 
It fell, and ſtab'd her breaft. 


Wert thou thyſelf that hapleſs youth? 
Ah! cruel fate! they ſaid. 

The Hermit wept, and ſo did they: 
They ſigh'd; he hung his head. 


O blind and jealous rage, he cried, 
What evils from thee flow? 

The Hermit paus'd; they filent mourn'd : 
He wept, and they were woe. 


Ah! when I heard my brother's name, 
And ſaw my lady bleed, 

I rav'd, I wept, I curſt my arm, 
That wrought the fatal deed. 


In vain I claſp'd her to my breaſt, 

And clos'd the ghaſtly wound; 

In vain I preſs'd his bleeding corple, 
And rais'd it from the ground. 
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My brother, alas! ſpake never more, 
His precious life was flown. 

She kindly ſtrove to ſooth my pain, 
Regardleſs of her own. 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, be comforted, 
And live to think on me: 

May we in heaven that union prove, 
Which here was not to be! 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, I ſtill was true; 
Thou only hadſt my heart: 

May we hereafter meet in bliſs! 
We now, alas! muſt part. 


For thee, I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy relief, 

When, lo! near Chiviot's fatal hills 
I met a Scottiſh chief, 


Lord Malcom's ſon, whoſe proffered love, 
I had refus'd with ſcorn ; 

He flew my guards and ſeiz'd on me 
Upon that fatal morn : 


And 
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And in theſe dreary hated walls 
He kept me cloſe confin'd ; 
And fondly ſued, and warmly preſs'd 


To win me to his mind. 


Each riſing morn increas'd my pain, 
Each night increas'd my fear ; 
When wandering in this northern garb 


Thy brother found me here. 


He quickly form'd this brave deſign 
To ſet me captive free ; 
And on the moor his horſes wait 


Ty'd to a neighbouring tree. 


Then haſte, my love, eſcape away, 
And for thyſelf provide ; 

And ſometime fondly think on her, 
Who ſhould have been thy bride. 


Thus pouring comfort on my ſoul 
Even with her lateſt breath, 
She gave one parting fond embrace, 


And clos'd her eyes in death. 
a; In 
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In wild amaze, in ſpeechleſs woe, 
Devoid of ſenſe I lay: 

Then ſudden all in frantic mood 
I meant myſelf to {lay : 


And riſing up in furious haſte 
I ſeiz'd the bloody brand “: 
A ſturdy arm here interpos'd, 
And wrench'd it from my hand. 


A crowd, that from the caſtle came, 


Had miſs'd their lovely ward 
And ſeizing me to priſon bare, 
And deep in dungeon barr'd. 


It chanc'd that on that very morn 
Their chief was priſoner ta'en : 
Lord Pzxcy had us ſoon exchang'd, 
And ftrove to ſoothe my pain. 


And ſoon thoſe honoured dear remains 
To England were convey'd; 
And there within their ſilent tombs, 
With holy rites were laid. 
For 


* ;, e. Sword. 
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For me, I loath'd my wretched life, 

And oft to end it ſought; 

Till time, and thought, and holy men 
Had better counſels taught. 


They rais'd my heart to that pure ſource, 


Whence heavenly comfort flows : 
They taught me to deſpiſe the world, 
And calmly bear its woes, 


No more the ſlave of human pride, 
Vain hope, and ſordid care ; 


I meckly vowed to ſpend my life 


In penitence and prayer, 


The bold Sir Bern now no more, 
Impetuous, haughty, wild ; 

But poor and humble Bzenzpicr, 
Now lowly, patient, mild : 


My lands I gave to feed the poor, 
And ſacred altars raiſe ; 

And here a lonely Anchorete 
I came to end my days, 


This 
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This ſweet ſequeſtered vale I choſe, 
Theſe rocks, and hanging grove z 
For oft beſide this murmuring ſtream 

My love was wont to rove. 


My noble Friend approv'd my choice ; 
This bleſt retreat he gave: 


And here I carv'd her beauteous form, 


And ſcoop'd this holy cave, 


Full fifty winters, all forlorn, 
My lite I've lingered here; 

And daily o'er this ſculptured faint 
I drop the penſive tear. 


And thou, dear brother of my heart, 
So faithful and ſo true, 

The ſad remembrance of thy fate 
Still makes my boſom rue! 


Yet not unpitied paſs'd my life, 
Forſaken, or forgot, 


The PERCy and his noble Son 
Would grace my lowly cot. 


Oft 
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Oft the great Earl from toils of ſtate, 
And cumbrous pomp of power, 


Would gladly ſeek my little cell 
To ſpend the tranquil hour. 


But length of lite is length of woe, 
I livd to mourn his fall: 

I livd to mourn his godlike Son, * 

Their friends and followers all. 


But thou the honours of thy race, 
Lov'd youth, ſhalt now reſtore ; 

And raiſe again the PRR V name 
More glorious. than before, 


He ceas'd, and on the lovely pair 
His choiceſt bleſſings laid : 

While they with thanks and pitying tears 
His mournful tale repaid. 


And now what preſent courſe to take 
They aſk the good old fire; 
And guided by his ſage advice 
To Scotland they retire, 
N 1 Mean- 


* Hotſpur, 
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Mean-time their ſuit ſuch favour found 
At Rasy's ſtately hall, 


Earl Neville and his princely Spouſe 
Now gladly pardon all, 


She ſuppliant at her * Nephew's throne 
The royal grace implor'd : 
To all the honours of his race 


The PERCY was reſtor'd. 


The youthful Earl ſtill more and more 
Admir'd his beauteous dame: 


NINE noble Sons to him ſhe bore, 


All worthy of their name. 


* King Henry V. A. D. 1414. 


TRE END OF THE BAaLlLaD:. 


% The account given in the foregoing ballad of young 
Percy, the ſon of HoTsPpuR, receives the following confirma- 
tion from the old Chronicle of Whitby. 


HENRY PERCY, the ſon of Sir Henry Percy, that was 
« {layne 
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te flayne at Shreweſbery, and of ELIZABETH, the daughter of 
« the Erle of Marche, after the death of his Father and Graunt- 
N e ſyre, was exiled into Scotland “ in the time of king Henry 
&* the Fourth: but in the time of king Henry the Fifth, by the 
* labour of JoHANNE the countes of Weſtmerland, ( whoſe 
Daughter ALIANoR he HAD WEDDED IN COMING INTO 
ENGLAND,) he recovered the King's grace, and the countye 


of Northumberland, ſo was the sECOND ERLE of Northum- 
* herland, 


cc 


« And of this Alianor his wife, he begate IX Sonnes, and [ 
III Daughters, whoſe names be Jonanxe, that is buried at 
Whytbye: TrHomMas, lord Egremont: KaTHryEeRyYne Gray of 

Rythyn: Sir RarFe Percy: WILLIAM Percy, a Byſhopp : 
RIchARD PERCY : Joux, that dyed wiTHouT Issug: [another 6 
« Jon, called by Vincent + * Johannes Percy ſenior de Wark- | 
« worth':] GROROE Percy, Clerk: HEN RV that dyed wiTHouT 


« ISsUE: ANNE ” | beſides the eldeſt ſon and ſucceſſor 
here omitted, becauſe he comes in below, viz.] 


HENRY PER, the THIRD Erle of NORTHUMBERLAND,” 


Vid. Harl. MSS. No. 692. (26.) in the Britiſh Muſeum. 


* i. e. remained an Exile in Scotland during the Reign of king Henry IV, 
In Scotia exulavit tempore Henrici Regis quarti. Lat. MS, penes Duc, North. 


1 Sce his Great Baronag. No. 20. in the Heralds office. 
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T will perhaps gratify the curious Reader to be informed, that 
from a word or two formerly legible over one of the Chapel 
Doors, it is believed that the Text there inſcribed was that Latin 
verſe of the Pſalmiſt *, which is in our Tranſlation, 


My TEARS HAVE BEEN MY MEAT DAY AND NIGHT. 


It is alſo certain, that the memory of the firſt Hermit was 
held in ſuch regard and veneration by the PeRcy Family; 
that they afterwards maintained a Chantry Prieſt, to reſide in the 
Hermitage, and celebrate Maſs in the Chapel : whoſe allowance, 
uncommonly liberal and munificent, was continued down to the 
Diſſolution of the Monaſteries : After which the whole Salary, to- 
gether with the Hermitage and all its dependencies, reverted back 
to the Family, having never heen endowed in mortmain. On this 
account we have no Record, waich fixes the date of the Founda- 
tion, or gives any particular account of the firſt Hermit ; but the 
following Inſtrument will ſhow the liberal Exhibition afforded to 
his Succeſſors. It is the Patent granted to the laſt Hermit in 1532, 
and is copied from an ancient MS. book of Grants, &c. of the VI" 
Earl of Northumberland, in Henry the VIIIth's time +. 


SIR GEORGE LANCASTRE. PATENT OF XX MERKS 
BY YERE. 


« Henry Erle of Northumbreland, &c. KNOW E youe that 1 
ce the ſaide Erle, in conſideration of the diligent and thankfull 
« ſervice, that my welbeloved Chaplen fir GROROE LaxcasTRE 


O „ hath 


* Pſal. xlii. 3. + Claſſed, F. I. No. 1. penes Duc, Northumb. 
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* hath don unto me the ſaid Erle, and alſo for the goode and 
* yertus diſpoſition that I do perceyve'in him: And for that he 
© ſhall have in his daily recommendation and praiers the good 
© eſtate of all ſuch noble Blode and other Perſonages, as be now 
ee levynge; And the Soules of ſuch noble Blode as be departed 
* to the mercy of God owte of this preſent lyve, Whos Names 
<* are conteyned and wrettyn in a Table upon perchment ſigned 
ce with thande of me the ſaid Erle, and delivered to the cuſtodie 
* and keapynge of the ſaid fir George Lancaſter: And further, 
e that he ſhall kepe and ſaye his devyn ſervice in celebratyng 
e and doynge Maſſe of Regine every weke accordinge as it ys writ- 
e ten and ſet furth in the faide Table: Have geven and graunted, 
e and by theſe preſentes do gyve and graunte unto the ſaid fir 
« George, myn ARMYTAGE belded in a Rock of ſtone within 
„ my Parke of WARKwoRTH in the Countie of Northumbre- 
% land in the honour of the bleſſed Trynete, With a yerly 
« Stipende of twenty Merks by yer *, from the feeſt of ſeint Michell 
e tharchaungell laſt paſt affore the date herof yerly duryng the 
e naturall lyve of the ſaid fir George: AnD alſo I the ſaid Erle 
« have geven and graunted, and by theſe Preſents do gyve and 
« oraunte unto the ſaid fir George Lancaſter, the occupation of 
© one little Gresground of myn called Cony-garth nygh ad- 
« joynynge the ſaid Harmytage, only to his owne uſe and proufit 
« wynter and ſomer durynge the ſaid terme; THE Garden and 
« Orteyarde belongyng the ſaid Armytage; TE Gate + and 
« Paſture of Twelf Kye and a Bull, with their Calves ſuking ; 
« AND two Horſes goying and beyng within my faid Parke of 
« Warkworth wynter and ſomer; ONE Draught of Fiſſhe every 
“ Sondaie in the yere to be drawen fornenſt 4 the ſaid Armytage, 
te called The Trynete Draught; And Twenty Lods of Fyrewode 
e to be taken of my Wodds called Shilbotell Wode, duryng the 
| “ ſaid 
* This would be equal to . 100, per annum now. See the Chronicon Pre- 
tioſum. f i. e. Going: from the Verb, To Gae. Or fore- anenſt: i. e. oppoſite, 
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« ſaid term. Tur faid Stipend of xx Merks by yer to be taken 
« and perceyved * yerly of the rent and ferme of my Fifſhyng of 
% Warkworth, by thands of the Fermour or Fermours of the ſame 
for the tyme beynge yerly at the times ther uſed and ac- 
cuſtomed by evyn Portions. In wytnes Allows 3 

owe in recompenſe 
whereof to thes my Lettres Patentes I |... yerly xu +. 
« the ſaid Erle have ſet the Seale of myn Richerd Ryche, 
Armes: YEven undre my Signet at my 
« Caſtell of Warkworth, the third daie of December, in the 


% KXxiii Yer of the Reigne of our Sovereyn Lorde kyng Henry 
< the eight,” 


cc 


On the Diſſolution of the Monaſteries, the above Patent was 


produced before the Court of Augmentation in Michaelmas-Term, 
20 Oct. An. 29. Hen. viii. when the ſame was allowed by the 
Chancellor and Counſel of the ſaid Court, and all the profits con- 
firmed to the incumbent Sir George Lancaſter ; Excepting that 
in compenſation for the annual Stipend of Twenty Marks, he was 
to receive a Stipend of Ten Marks, and to have a free Chapel called 
The Rood Chapel, and the Hoſpital of St. Leonard, within the 
Barony of Wigdon, in the County of Cumberland. 


After the peruſal of the above PATENT it will perhaps be need- 
leſs to caution the Reader againſt a Miſtake, ſome have fallen into; 
of confounding this Hermitage NEAR Warkworth, with a Chantry 
founded WITHIN the town itſelf, by Nicholas de Farnham biſhop 
of Durham, in the reign of Henry III. who appropriated the Church 
of Brankeſton for the maintenance there of Two Benedictine 
Monks from Durham ||. That ſmall monaſtic foundation is 
indeed called a CELL by biſhop Tanner : but he mult be very 


ignorant 
* Sic MS. f So the MS. The above Sir Richard Rych was Chancellor of 
the Augmentations at the Suppreſſion of the Monaſteries. 
| Ang. Sacr, p. 738. + Mon. Ang. p. 396. 
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ignorant indeed, who ſuppoſes that by the word CELL is neceſſarily 
to be underſtood a Hermitage ; whereas it was commonly applied to 
any ſmall conventual eſtabliſhment which was dependant on another. 


As for the Chapel belonging to this endowment of biſhop Farn- 
ham, it is mentioned as in ruins in ſeveral old Surveys of Queen 
Elizabeth's time; and its ſcite, not far from Warkworth Church, is 
ſtill remembered. But that there was never more than NE Prieſt 
maintained, at one and the fame time, within the HERMITAGR, 
is plainly proved (if any further proof is wanting) by the fol- 
lowing Extract from a Survey of Warkworth, made in the Year 
1567, || viz. 


« Ther is in the Parke (ſc. of Warkworth) alſo one Howſe 
* hewyn within one Cragge, which is called the HarmiTace 
* CHAPEL: In the ſame ther haith bene one PREAsT keaped, 
* which did ſuch godlye Services as that tyme was uſed and cele- 
© brated. The Mantion Howlſe [ ſc. the ſmall building adjoining 
e to the Cragg] ys nowe in decaye: the Cloſes that apperteined 
© to the ſaid Chantrie is occupied to his Lordſhip's uſe,” 


La, 


| By Geo. Clarkſon, penes Duc. North, 


